PASTOR HALL

Julie.

{Crushed.]
I'm sorry, Frau Pastor,

[She goes. IDA comes into the living-room, closing the folding
doors behind her. She tries to draw the lace curtains
over the windozus of the folding doors, but abandons
the attempt. She looks nervously around the room.
STORMTROOP LEADER FRITZ GERTE comes in, abruptly
closing the door behind him. He is a man of medium
height, about thirty-five years old. His small eyes scan
the room suspiciously. He is dressed in S.S. uniform.]

Ida Hall. Oh, Fritz, how nice to see you.
Fritz Gerte. Is anyone at home besides you ?

Ida Hall Friedrich is out on parish business and Chris-
tine has gone for a walk. Won't you sit down?

Fritz Gerte.

[Going over to look through the windows in the folding doors.]
You're expecting guests, I see,

Ida Hall.

[Ill at ease.]
Only General Grotjahn and his son, Werner.

Fritz Gerte. The table seems very gaily decorated for such
an informal gathering,

Ida Hall Just a few flowers someone sent from the
country.

Frits Gerte. On the contrary, you bought them at Schmidt's
this morning at half-past eleven.